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Farewell to the Mad Man 


hen William M. Gaines died a couple weeks Comics Code “seal of approval” on the cover, or else 
ago, the media treated him like aharmlessold the major national distributors would refuse to carry 
geezer, ajokester who published Mad Magazine and them. And the code specifically forbade words like 
wrote great parodies of “horror” that were used in 
movies. the titles of Gaines’ books! 

Nobody remembers Were the fifties great 
anything anymore. or what? 

William M. Gaines The only good thing 
was one of the greatest about the Comics Code was 
First Amendment guys that, since Gaines lost all 
we had in the whole dang his best titles, he eventu- 
century. He fought cen- ally decided to turn Mad, 
sors his whole life, and he ’ 4 >» the comic book, into Mad, 
usually spent his own L » | welt the magazine. And he 
money doing it. | : PUR spent the rest of his life 

Most people know publishing satire consid- 
Tales From the Crypt as ered so subversive that a 
an HBO series, but it was lot of schools forbid stu- 
originally a comic book dents to read it. 
invented by Gaines in the Mad frequently paro- 
early 1950’s, and it was died popular songs—and, 
considered so disgusting in the sixties, Irving Ber- 
that there were actual lin sued the magazine for 
laws passed to get rid of making fun of his lyrics, 
it. Senator Estes Kefau- claiming they should have 
ver held “juvenile delin- to ask him for permission 
quency” hearings in and pay royalties (even 
which he cited Gaines’ though Gaines didn’t print 
books as contributing to Berlin’s music or lyrics— 
the decline of teenage he simply wrote “Sung to 
morals. In fact, three of the tune of...”). At consid- 
Gaines’ comic books— erable expense, Gaines 
Tales From the Crypt, The fought Berlin all the way 
Vault of Horror, and The to the Supreme Court, and 
Haunt of Fear—were run beat him—scoring an im- 


out of business by the cre- portant legal victory for 
ation of the Comics Code satirists. 


Authority in 1954. And In fact, part of that 


from that day forward, Brinke Stevens, the star of Teenage Exorcist, Supreme Court opinion 
comic books hadtohavea_ also wrote the dialogue—but who cares? has been often quoted by 


INSIDE: Sally Kirkland! Frankenfood! The Klan! Mass Murder! 





Brinke and the goat monster discuss their IRA’s. 


people in the biz. Judge Kaufman, writing for the 
majority, said, “Irving Berlin does not own iambic 
pentameter.” 

People think censorship battles are fought be- 
tween evil government officials and right-thinking, 
upright novelists and artists. 

Wrong. Everybody believes that novelists and 
artists should be allowed to say what they think or 
write their books or do their sculptures. Everybody 
believes that The New York Times should never be 
censored. 

No, it’s the goofy guys, the offbeat characters, 
like William M. Gaines, who fight the real battles. 
Because most people will say, “Well, it’s only Mad 
Magazine. What does it matter?” 

It matters. 

The courts have proven again and again that it 
matters. 

It’s guys like William M. Gaines that make guys 
like Salman Rushdie possible. 

William M. Gaines was 84 when he died, and 
everyone who knew him knows that he didn’t have 
an enemy in the world. He held no grudges against 
any of the many people who tried to put him out of 
business. He had done what any great satirist does— 
laughed at 100 per cent of the human race. All the 
people who read hidden agendas into his work were 
disappointed. He was interested in humor. Nothing 
else. 

I’m really sorry he’s gone. 

Speaking of people with too much time on their 
hands, Brinke Stevens, my favorite scream queen, 
has a new movie that she not only stars in—she 
wrote the mother. So you can rest assured that 
Teenage Exorcist has absolutely no plot to get in the 





way of the story. It’s mostly Brinke vamping 
around a house, wearing a dog collar and 
black lingerie, flogging a pizza boy with a 
riding crop and discussing the meaning of 
life with a mucus-faced goat monster who 
lives in her basement. 

Actually, this is the story of an indepen- 
dent young professional woman who rents a 
new twelve-bedroom house from a brain- 
damaged street person for twenty-five dol- 
lars a month—and thinks it’s just one of 
those great El] Lay bargain rentals. Pretty 
soon she’s attacked by a party dress, ha- 
rassed by lights that keep flicking on and off, 
and—scariest of all—haunted by a breath- 
ing milk carton. 

All together now: Ooooo00000000! 

Pretty soon we find out that something is 
wrong with Brinke, because her sister comes 
over and discovers that Brinke is drinking, 
smoking, and cleaning men’s pants for no 
reason. Then Brinke gets out the chainsaw 
and chases her sister around the back yard, 
and then her sister’s husband chains Brinke 
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to the bed, but then her boyfriend 
comes over and lets her loose, and 
then zombies come, and then they 
try to call an exorcist but they order 
a pizza instead, and then she turns 
into a dog, and... actually, I don’t 
remember what this movie is about. 
I do remember the final confronta- 
tion, between the demon-possessed. 
lingerie-wearing dominatrix 
Brinke, and the sacrificial teenage 
pizza boy: 

Brinke says, “Look deep into 
my eyes. What do you see?” 

And the pizza boy says, “Too 
much mascara?” 

Two dead bodies. Six breasts. 
Three zombies. Head-clobbering 
with shovel. Feeble chainsaw at- 
tack. Catfight. Burning head. Flam- 
ing Bible. Gratuitous cellar rats. 
Gratuitous boa constrictor. Kung 
Fu. Party dress Fu. Bloody-lettuce Fu. Milk carton 
Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Brinke 
Stevens, for finding a fifteen-foot snake in her bed- 
room and saying “Something is happening to me,” for 
throwing up on a plaster saint, and for saying “I’m so 
helpless here you could do anything you wanted to 
me”; Oliver Darrow, as the goat-demon, for saying “I 
do live here forever!”; Jay Richardson, as the weenie 
husband of Brinke’s sister, for tying her up and 
saying “You haven't exactly been yourself lately, 
Diane”; Tom Shell, as the wimp boyfriend, for saying 
“You are my goddess”; and Eddie Deezen, in the title 
role, for saying “Is everyone in this house a total 
nutzoid or is it just me?” 

One star. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





Elena Sahagun and her weenie husband Jay 
Richardson, discussing whether to kill Brinke 
Stevens or simply tie her to the bed and watch 
her squirm for a half hour. 


Eddie Deezen, delivering his performance. 





fy Free Junk 7 


The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the world 
send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away at random, 
like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first person who 
asks for it. He gives it to the first person henotices who asks 
for it. This means whatever letter happens to be at the top 
of the stack whenever we open the mail. No dealers. Try to 
be specific. If you act like a jerk in your letter, you will 
receive no free junk for the rest of your life. 

Bumper Stickers 

Joe Bob Briggs for President, D.A.M.M. (Drunks Against Mad 
Mothers) (45), B.R.A. (Bimbo Rights Amendments) (60), Conserve 
Texas Water—Drink Texas Wine, Don’t Mess With Texas (17), 
KRQR 97.3 FM, Don’t Dream & Drive—Nighimare on Elm Street 
5, Blood Salvage (22), The Adventures of Ford Fairlane, WJRZ 
100.1 The Shore’s Best Rock, Surfing Magazine, KROQ 106.7 FM, 
Satan Williams Republican From Hell (6), Latex Lovers Live 
Longer, Support the Nicaraguan Freedom Fighter, Splatterpunk! 
(25), LMNOP: A most curious band, I (heart) Film Threat. 

Cassette Tapes 

Head Over Heels by Headpins, Rough Cutt, Alibi by 
Vandenberg, In The Beginning by Malice, Without Love by Black 
‘n Blue, The Hard Way by Point Blank, Disturbed, Impotency 
Solutions, The Big Decision Made Easy by the Kansas City Art 
Institute, Mr. Saddam by the Patriettes, Rodney Dangerfield’s No 
Respect, Andrew Dice Clay’s Dice Rules. 

T-Shirts 

KCMU Radio (L), The Ignaroids (L), Erol’s MAGIC 790 (XL), 
Christmas At The Drive-In (2-S, 1-M), 93.7 KSD-FM (L), Dice Rules 
(20-L), Wes Craven’s Shocker (L), Stephanie cartoon (1-XL), ’m 
not Sorry (L). 

Photos 

1991 Dallas Maverick team photo, Shining Through photo 
collection, Big Bad Mama II (15), Hunter’s Blood (39), Weekend at 
Bernie’s (50), A Nightmare on Elm Street II (50), Blood Salvage 
postcards (Evander Holyfield on the back) (75), For The Boys photo 
collection (2), Grand Canyon photo collection. 


Check out Joe Bob’s candid 
interview in the Autumn issue of 


Femme Fatales magazine. 





Sally Kirkland, still vamping after all these years, in Heat of Passion 


Horny Slobbering Dudeland 


oes anybody know where these people come 
from on the late-night dating shows? There are 
hundreds of these things now, with names like 
Studs and A Perfect Score and Personals and Horny 
Dudes Slobbering All Over the Studio and Hot 
Airheads in Mini-skirts Sitting Around With Their 
Legs Crossed. 
Are these real people, or is this one of those trick 
things like Divorce Court? 
Are we supposed to believe that there are girls 


hanging out at Southern California beaches, saying 





When Sally Kirkland stops in Nick Corci'n s gas station in In the Heat of 
Passion, he should know better, but who can resist those come-hither 


Come Hither’s? 


things like, “If you’re nice, I might let you see my 
collection of mink handcuffs”? Or “I like nice firm 
squeezable buns”? Or “Are you ready for my special 
melt-down treatment”? 

But what’s even weirder than the sultry ones are 
the ones who come out and say “I have to know aman 
for at least three months before I'll go to bed with 
him”—and you look at this woman and she’s wearing 
a piece of cellophane on her chest and a bandana 
around her waist. I mean, there are hookers on 
Hollywood Boulevard who wear more than these 
women. Some of em wear spiked high heels that can 
only be balanced by the unicyclist in the Moscow 
Circus. 

And then we've got the guys. I’ve never seen so 
many unemployed actors who spend all their money 
on Vidal Sassoon products in my life. Did these guys 
have actual childhoods, or did they just jump from 
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third grade to cruise-ship recreation director? Spend- 
ing one minute in their company makes you long to 
go to the opera with Hugh Downs. 

And how about the hosts of these shows? Couldn’t 
they find enough bookings on the Funny Bone circuit 
this month? Did they forget to go to their regular job 
as the goofy husband on the new Ruth Buzzi sitcom? 
Are they all transsexuals undergoing hormone treat- 
ments at the same time? 

The host’s job, of course, is to leer—just like the 
os burlesque comics who came on between the 

g un? strippers. But they 
need to go take leering 
lessons from Jack Car- 
ter. Their idea of a dan- 
gerous joke is “Sounds 
like you guys shared 
more than dinner!” 

Parump-pump. 

Two of these shows, 
by the way, are on the 
networks. Independent 
stations I can under- 
stand. The late-night 
infomercial guys with 
the 900 phone num- 
bers—yeah, sure, okay, 
just another slice of the 
sleaze pie. But think 
about it. These shows 
are produced by people 
with IQ’s above 40. 
People who have been 
to college. People with 
names like “Norm.” 

You ever wonder what happens when people like 
that die? 

Does God say, “Norm, I’d like to do something for 
you, but that twelve years you spent doing the 
syndicated dating show—that wasn’t quite what I 
had in mind”? 

And Norm says, “I guess that wasn’t very high on 
the serving-my-fellow-man scale, was it?” 

And God says, “What do you think?” 

And Norm says, “Well, we did have the one show 
about Jet-ski dating?” 

And God says, “Next.” 

And Norm says, “No! Wait! How about the couple 
that danced all night in Tijuana and then... no, bad 
example...” 

“Next.” 

“T know! The aerobics instructor who wanted to 
find an exotic-looking man who could make her 


laugh, and so she went 
to Malibu with this 
Pakistani bodybuild- 
er, and they crashed a 
party and boy was it 
funny, it was so...” 

“Goodbye, Norm.” 

I'd like to think 
that this is what hap- 
pens. 

And speaking of a 
Jack Carter, here he is 
again in this week’s 
flick, In the Heat of 
Passion, which is the 
story of a young actor 
who falls in lust with 
Sally Kirkland and 
basically does it nine 
ways from Sunday in 
the kitchen, on top of 
the TV set, in the [i 
shower, in the wo- 
men’s restroom, and 
occasionally even in 








bed while her jerk hus- — . ) : '" 

bandislurking around First Nick Corri plays a rapist for money... 

downstairs, watching cable TV. I think you know This is the 9,047th “erotic thriller” of 1992, and 

what we've got here. We’ve got your basic... maybe the best one. The idea is basically what would 
“Erotic thriller.” happen if you re-enacted a crime on one of those 


America’s Most Wanted-type 
shows, and then people started 
mistaking you, the actor, for the 
actual criminal. Add to this a rap- 
ist who wants everyone to think 
that you, the actor, did the deed, 
and you have a guy who’s so 
discombobulated that all he can 
do is drive around town, slobber- 
ing over Sally Kirkland’s lingerie 
and trying to find a closet here 
and there to duck into and make 
the sign of the triple-pronged sea 
cow. 

You know, when you let lust 
get the best of you, sometimes you 
can go so far off the deep end that 
you lose all self-control and start 
impersonating a cable-TV repair- 
man! 

Don’t think it can’t happen to 
you. 

Two dead bodies. Eight 
breasts. One motor vehicle chase. 
_ Multiple aardvarking. Sex on TV. 
(And when I say sex on TV, I 
mean sex on TV.) Drive-In Acad- 


5 : : emy Award nominations for Nick 
Sally Kirkland tells him she liked the show... Corri, as the out-of-control actor, 


D 





for living in the sleaziest 
apartment in the ghetto and 
practicing lines from The 
Unborn in his spare time; 
Sally Kirkland, as a psycho- 
therapist who falls out of her 
dress in every scene and 
chews celery in closeup, for 
saying “Don’t you know that 
shrinks are the craziest 
people?” and “Show me what 
a bad girl I’ve been”; Jack 
Carter, as the host of Crime- 
busters, for being his usual 
creepy self; and Rodman 
Flender, the writer, director, 
and producer, for hitting a 
home run twice in arow, first 
with The Unborn and now 
with his second film. 

Four stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Sally Kirkland tells him she really liked the show. e 





Joe Bob Can’t Wait For... 


Hellraiser II: Horror sequel starring Doug Bradley as 
Pinhead, the sado-masochistic ruler of the underworld, who is 
recalled to this world by Kevin Bernhardt as a rich, spoiled 
night-club owner who wants his dark desires to come true. Also 
starring Terry Farrell, Paula Marshall. Directed by Anthony 
Hickox. Dimension Pictures. Aug. (theatrical). 

Hear My Song: Video release of the romantic comedy that 
appeared on several 1991 “Top Ten’ lists, starring Ned Beatty as 
the famed tenor Josef Locke, who left England in the 1950’s and 
went into hiding in Ireland to avoid arrest on tax charges, and 
Adrian Dunbar as the unscrupulous club owner who hires a 
Josef Locke impostor, loses his audience and his girlfriend as a 
result, and must go in search of the real item. Paramount. Aug. 6. 

The Heroes of Desert Storm: Daniel Baldwin stars in a 


quickie about the Iraq War produced by ABC at the height of 


patriotic fervor. Prism. $79.95. Aug. 6. 

I Posed For Playboy: Lynda Carter, Michele Greene and 
Amanda Peterson star as a college coed, a stockbroker, and a 
mother of three, all “inspired to unleash the passions within them” 
by doing a Playboy centerfold. Also starring October 1990 Play- 
mate Brittany York. Republic. $89.98 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). 
Aug. 6. 

Last Dance: Horror flick, “from the producers of Bikini 
Island,” about five of the world’s most beautiful exotic dancers, 
who keep turning up dead on the eve of the “Miss Dance TV” 
contest. Prism. $79.95. Aug. 6. 

Life Is Sweet: One of the most acclaimed movies of 1991, an 
oddball British comedy by Mike Leigh, master of an innovative 
improvisational style of writing and acting. The plotis almost non- 
existent, but involves a bulimic teenage girl growing up in a quirky 
lower-middle-class family. The National Society of Film Critics 
named it Best Picture, and gave Best Actress to Alison Steadman 
as the mother and Best Supporting Actress to Jane Horrocks as 
the daughter. Republic. $89.98 (video). $29.98 (laserdisc). Aug. 6. 

Little Noises: Comedy starring Crispin Glover as a New 
York artist looking for success and fame, but frustrated by best 
friend Tatum O’Neal and agent Rick Mayall. Prism. $89.95. 
Aug. 6. 

Amazon: Adventure story, filmed in the Brazilian rainforest, 
starring Kari Vaananen as a businessman unjustly pursued by 
police into the jungle, then rescued by rugged bush pilot Robert 
Davi, who becomes his business partner in a mining operation in 
a remote village, where the beautiful school teacher Rae Dawn 


Chong tries to talk Vaananen out of the project. (A portion of 
video sales will be contributed to Rainforest Action Network.) 
Live. $89.98. Aug. 12. 

Dark Horse: Family drama starring Ari Meyers as a young 
girl who is devastated when her father relocates the family to a 
small town after her mother’s death—and falls in with a new group 
of friends whose bad influence leads to her serving community- 
service time ona horse ranch. Also starring Ed Begley Jr., Mimi 
Rogers. Live. $89.98. Aug. 12. 

Eye of the Storm: Suspense thriller starring Dennis Hopper 
as a drunken gambler and Lara Flynn Boyleas his gold-digging 
wife, who check into a lonely motel in the Mojave Desert called the 
Easy Rest Inn, where the innkeepers are two brothers (Craig 
Sheffer and Bradley Gregg) who are haunted by their parents’ 
murder. New Line. $89.95. Aug. 12. 

Highway To Hell: Horror/comedy/action adventure starring 
Patrick Bergin as Satan, who sends a Hell Cop to retrieve Kristy 
Swanson from her recent marriage to Chad Lowe and bring her 
to hell. Lowe follows her there, tangling with satanic bikers, 
cannibalistic blondes and a coffee shop where the only living thing 
is the food. HBO. $89.99. Aug. 12. 

Meatballs 4: Comedy sequel starring Corey Feldman as a 
ski instructor who must defend his position as the number one 
water-ski ace in a competition to save Lakeside Summer Camp. 
HBO. $89.99. Aug. 12. 

Wayne’s World: Just when you think you’ve heard the last of 
these guys, along comes the multi-million-buck video release, with 
massive TV, radio and print advertising, tie-ins with Butterfinger 
candy, and a 25-city radio promotion featuring Wayne’s World 
contests—all so that the video will “sell through” to consumers at 
$24.95 (not exactly a low price for a sell-through—normally it 
would be closer to twenty bucks). Paramount. $24.95. Aug. 12. 

Audubon: Five episodes from the PBS series: “Wolves,” 
narrated by Robert Redford; “Arctic Refuge: A Vanishing Wil- 
derness,” narrated by Meryl Streep; “If Dolphins Could Talk,” 
narrated by Michael Douglas; “Wildfire,” narrated by James 
Woods; and “Danger at the Beach,” narrated by Ted Danson. 
Vestron. $14.98 each. Aug. 19. 

Courage of Lassie: Elizabeth Taylor and Frank Morgan 
star in the tale of a young pup accidentally shot and then rescued 
by a teenager, who nurses her back to health, only to be separated 
from her by a soldier, who trains Lassie to fight in World War II. 
MGM/UA. $19.98. Aug. 19. 


HH: about the 
new trading 
cards with mass mur- 
derers on them? The 
ones that caused 
Geraldo Rivera to 
get morally outraged? 
Heard about the par- 
ents groups that are 
suing to'try to get the 
cards banned? Well, 
we have to say, we’ve 





. Wherein We report from the 
unoergrouno, the counter-calture, 
the ouft-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the 
loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, Comic books, and other 


The Boring Institute 
in Maplewood, New 
Jersey, announced his 
seventh annual “Most 
Boring Films of the 
Year Awards” back in 
March, and the win- 
ners were: 

Most Boring Film 
of the Year: Truth or 
Dare. 

Most Boring Com- 


taken a good hard look 
at the set of “Bloody 
Visions’ cards, written . 
and illustrated by Michael H. Price, film critic for 
the Fort Worth Star-Telegram, and we're appalled, 
too. We’re appalled that it took us this long to get all 
the price and ordering information, so 
we can pass it along to you. The fronts of 
the cards are black-and-white draw- > 
ings, and the printing is a little fuzzy 
(we would have preferred color pho- 
tos), but the backs are terse, rivet- 
ing summaries of each killer’s se- £ 
rial career. The forty-eight-card set F 
includes all the murderers you } 
would expect—David Berko- 
witz, Ted Bundy, Charles 
Manson, Charles Whitman, / 
John Wayne Gacy, Ed £ 
Gein, Gary Mark Gil- (__ ) 
more, Jim Jones, Henry Lee : 
Lucas, Richard Speck—but 
also a lot of less-well-known 
fiends, like Herbert Mullin, the 
Santa Cruz athlete and pious 
Catholic voted “Most Likely To 
Succeed,” who promptly suc- 
ceeded at thirteen killings and | 
mutilations, include a priest in 
the confessional, and then told the 
court that “voices” required 
him to kill thirteen people in 
order to stave off earth- 
quakes. He'll be eligible for 
parole in 2020. Price, the au- 
thor of the set, is a former 
courtroom sketch artist and 
crime writer who has helped to create a lot of comics 
magazines and is co-author of two movie history 
books, Forgotten Horrors and Human Monsters. The 
card set is available for $11.95 from Larry Shell, the 
same man who brought us the Betty Page trading 
cards and two sets of “Freakards” (circus freaks). 
Make the check payable to: Larry Shell, Shel-Tone 
Publications, P.O. Box 45, Irvington, NJ 07111. 
a 
In case you missed it, Alan Caruba, founder of 









25. OHRISTA LEUMAN: 
Tainter of 
Truffles 


places where misfits dwell. 
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Poison artist Christa Lehman killed a 
mere three to get into Mike’s mass- 
murder hall of fame. 


i 


edy: Life Stinks. (Run- 
ners-up: Drop Dead 
Fred, Curley Sue, 


Switch, Nothing But Trouble.) 


Most Boring Action Film: Hudson Hawk. (Run- 


ners-up: V.I. Warshawski, Harley Davidson and the 


Marlboro Man, Mobsters.) 
Most Boring Sequel: 
Problem Child 2. (Runner- 
up: Mannequin Two.) 
Worst Timing for a Pre- 
miere: Body Parts, which 
“arrived at your local the- 
atre about the same time 
the cops were opening Jef- 
frey Dahmer’s refrigerator.” 
ey Worst Script Choices: 
: =~) ww Demi Moore (Nothing But 
~\\0 a Trouble, The Butcher’s 
W MA Wife), Julia Roberts (Dy- 
} A V ing Young, Sleeping with 
N the Enemy, Flatliners). 
And while we're talking 
about Alan’s various and 
entertaining awards lists, 
it’s also time for his 
“Chicken Little Awards,” 
which he awards every year 
to whoever has “scared the 
daylights out of people with 
dubious claims” during the 
past year. The top choice 
this year was People for the 
Ethical Treatment of Ani- 
mals (PETA). “Any move- 
ment that seriously sug- 
gests Americans should 
give up their traditional turkey dinner on Thanks- 
giving to protect these birds deserves a roasting. . . 
. Abandoning medical research, spray painting people 
wearing fur coats, and throwing thousands out of 
work because of a Spotted Owl suggests this move- 
ment is totally out of touch with reality.” PETA, 
which establishes new levels in obnoxiousness each 
year, also compared livestock slaughter to the muti- 
lation killings of Jeffrey Dahmer. 
Runners-up in the “Chicken Little Awards” were: 
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* Sixty Minutes, for “consistently misrepresent- 
ing information relative to the safe and appropriate 
use of pesticides and herbicides, for creating anxiety 
among the more than 100 million Americans who 
have received safe silver amalgam tooth fillings, and 
for suggesting a significant health risk exists from 
the use of monosodium glutamate.” 

* Consumers Union, for “suggesting that a lim- 
ited survey of fish represented a significant health 
threat to Americans while, at the same time, ac- 
knowledging that proper cooking of these fish elimi- 


Lili Haydn, our favorite fiddler. 


nated bacteria.” 

* U.S. Public Interest Research Group and The 
Evergreen Alliance, for “suggesting that spray snow, 
spray paints and batteries were among carcinogenic 
holiday products to be avoided.” 

* National Resources Defense Council: “While 
decrying ‘junk mail,’ the NRDC offered a special 
edition of 50 Simple Things You Can Do to Save the 
Earth, a 3.5-million-selling paperback that offered a 
much milder critique of junk mail as part of its own 
mailing of unsolicited promotional material. The 
entire environmental movement is responsible for 
the extensive use of so-called junk mail for fund 
raising.” 

* Networks and cable television, for “continuing 
to offer programs in which promiscuous sexual be- 
havior remains a primary theme, despite a year in 





which the Centers for Disease Control noted that 
602,577 cases of Gonorrhea and 41,006 cases of 
primary and secondary Syphilis were reported. The 
CDC, on January 17, 1992, reported that the number 
of U.S. AIDS cases had surpassed 200,000. Of the 
206,392 people with AIDS counted through the end 
of 1991, more than 130,000 have died. Another 
million are thought to be infected with HIV, the 
virus that causes AIDS.” 

As to that last one, We Are the Weird would like 
to say: “Hey, Alan, ever heard of condoms?” A little 
harsh to blame TV for that, especially since a 
“Chicken Little’ Award is supposed to go to 
people who say, “Don’t do this, or you'll get sick.” 
In sex movies on TV, the people never get sick, 
so we don’t see how TV could be accused of 
having a hysterical overreaction to AIDS or 
venereal diseases. Also, porno stars are checked 
so frequently for AIDS that there are very few of 
them who ever get it. (John Holmes is the only 
major porno star to die of AIDS.) So actually, X- 
rated movies show the ultimate in safe-sex per- 
formers. 

To get one of Alan’s newsletters from The 
National Anxiety Center, or The Boring Insti- 
tute, send $2.50 to: Alan Caruba, The National 
Anxiety Center, P.O. Box 40, Maplewood, NJ 
07040. 

a 

The lovely Lili Haydn, known to us as the 
star of The New Gidget, concert violinist, and 
occasional co-star in her mom Lotus Wein- 
stock’s comedy act, recently wrapped J Married 
My Mom for Luxor Films, and it should be 
released any day now. 

a 

We couldn’t find any information on Boone’s 
Farm or Ripple, but practically every other kind 
of wine—especially California wine—is discussed 
somewhere within the pages of The Wine Trader, 
edited and published by our buddy Jerry D. 
Mead, who flits all over the world, tasting 
wines, yelling at restaurant owners who charge too 
much for table wine, ragging the California legisla- 
ture for increasing liquor taxes, publishing lists of 
great vineyards, wineries, and wine-serving restau- 
rants, and generally beating the drum for the North- 
ern California wines of Napa and Sonoma counties. 
This is like a trade publication for wine growers, 
wine distributors, wine tasters, and wine collectors, 
but it doesn’t seem to owe anybody anything. Jerry 
has a strong, tough, independent mind of his own, 
and he’s as hard on vintners that put out inferior 
products as he is on anti-wine politicians. If you’re 
into wine at all, you should check it out. Even the 
ads—from just about every wine label in Califor- 
nia—are fun to read. The fifty-six-page bi-monthly 
magazine is $18 a year, payable to: The Wine Trader, 
P.O. Box 7244, San Francisco, CA 94120. 


Thought you'd had every bad restaurant experience possible? Just wait... 


Aardvark Toes in Your Salad 


don’t know about this new genetically-mutated 

Jetsons Food that was just approved by the 
government. It reminds me of when the astronauts 
first went up in space and sent back pictures of how 
they squeeze roast beef sandwiches out of a tooth- 
paste tube, and they drank Tang all the time. Come 
to think of it, why did they drink Tang all the time? 

Anyhow, the way this new Frankenfood works is 
you take a vegetable like, say, a tomato, but you graft 
it with the gene of a polar 
bear. And all the scien- 
tists say that this makes 
for a great taste treat, and, 
besides that, youcan leave 
the tomato on the shelf at 
Kroger’s for three years 
and it won’t spoil. 

Okay okay. Maybe. 
But my question is, What 
if we start eating Polar 
Bear Tomatoes, and three 
years from now we give 
birth to children who like 
to catch cod with their 
teeth, or lick the faces of 
their little brothers. I 
mean, we could end up 
with some circus careers 
here. 

It’s too much, too fast. 
Ionly recently learned the 
difference between aru- 
gula, endive and raddic- 
chio. Arugulaisthe purple 
one. Oris that raddicchio? 
It’s either arugula or rad- 
dicchio. I don’t think it’s endive. 

So what if all these organic salads that we’re 
already forced to eat because it’s the only thing 
anybody serves unless you want to go to Sizzler 
Steak House and stand behind 350-pound women 
with kids named Buster—if we’re gonna have to eat 
these unpronounceable organic salads in the first 
place, then what’s gonna happen when they start 
erafting elephant toes into the goat cheese dressing? 

You know, if they'd come up with these genetic 
cocktails back in the forties or fifties, nobody would 
have sweated it. Like when white bread first came 
out. Everybody just said, “Hey, I’ve been eating 
brown bread for years. This will be different.” So here 
we are, forty years later, paying more money for the 
brown bread we were eating in the first place before 
white bread came along and made brown bread, 
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which has existed for nine million years, into an 
exotic specialty food. 

But we used to trust anything the scientists said. 
DDT? No prob. Spray it on there. Get rid of the boll 
weevils and lightning bugs and ladybugs and every- 
thing else that has little spindly legs and lives in our 
food. Automatic threshers? No problem. Grind that 
stuff up. We'll eat it like cereal. Don’t worry. Make 
all the wheat and corn an identical size and color, so 






it'll be easier to harvest? Go right ahead. We'll solve 
world hunger this way. 

And what happens? Ten years later we're eating 
Ding Dongs and frozen macaroni-and-cheese din- 
ners. We didn’t even like the way the stuff tasted. 
From the beginning we hated it. We hated the bread, 
the corn, the veggies. We invented the goldurn 
Vegematic so we could swill down the veggies with- 
out gagging. 

And now they wanna splice aardvark hair into 
the sweet potatoes? 

So it'll solve world hunger. So it’ll be easier to 
grow and easier to store. So it'll look nicer. 

I don’t know diddly squat about science, but 
here’s one thing this peasant boy knows: 

It’s gonna taste like cranberry juice that’s been 
filtered through a polyester pants suit. 


You know who really wants these guys to exist? 


The Ku Klux Media 


here have been about 10,000 articles on the Ku 
Klux Klan this year. 

This is ridiculous. 

I’ve watched the Klan all my life, known Klan 
members, interviewed Klan leaders, reported on 
David Duke as early as 1977, and I stopped writing 
about these guys years ago. 

Here’s why. Listen up. This is all you ever need 
to know about the Klan. 

1) The Klan is tiny. The Klan is so tiny that, if you 
really knew how few people it is, you wouldn’t take 
them any more seriously than you do the people who 
cover every inch of their bodies with tattoos. It’s that 
small a special-interest group. We know from court 
testimony that, in the early eighties, its membership 
was as low as 300. Worrying about these guys is like 
worrying about who’s gonna be the next mayor of 
Dimebox, Texas. It doesn't matter. 

2) Klan members sit around thinking up ways to 
make you get interested in them. They don’t care 
whether you love em or hate em, they just want you 
to notice em, so that you'll forget how small they are. 

3) The main way they get noticed is to have Klan 
“rallies” in places where they’re guaranteed to be 
hated. 


4) If the media takes the REM TITS 












bait, you'll see headlines 
like “Racist Rally Sched- 
uled—City Officials So 
Say Klan Not Wan- ee Se ez. 
ted Here.” They'll See 
get ten new 


members from just that one headline—probably ten 
people who already hate the “city officials” for some 
other reason. 

5) If someone shows up to demonstrate against 
the Klan, they'll get twenty new members. There’s 
nothing like a little footage on the evening news of 
faces twisted with hate, being held back by cops, 
while the Klan members stand placidly and peace- 
fully by. 

6) If someone commits an act of violence against 
the Klan, that’s forty new members. 

7) If someone commits an act of violence against 
a police officer, who is defending the Klan’s right to 
speak, that’s fifty members. 

8) If The New York Times shows up, that’s 200 
new members. 

9) If Ted Koppel or, better yet, Geraldo Rivera 
shows up and does one of those shows that begins, 
“What we are seeing in this country is a resurgence 
of hate crimes, racism, and the most vile and degrad- 
ing Nazi rhetoric being poured into the ears of future 
generations .. ."—if they manage to score one of 
these network coups, the membership list goes off 
the scale, and they have enough money to go on 

existing for the next five years. 

10) If you ignore the 

_ Klan, it withers and dies. 

Se The Klan knows ex- 

actly how this game 

is played. When are 

the rest of you 

guys gonna 
wise up? 


Drive-In Theater 





Rosenberg. 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

August 22: Mirror, Mirror: Rainbow Harvest is chillingly 
demonic as a high school girl possessed by something living in her 
bedroom mirror, Kristin Dattilo is great as the only girl at school 
who will befriend her, and Karen Black plays her ditzy mother in 
this strangely compelling horror flick. Also starring Yvonne De 
Carlo as an antiques merchant trying to solve the mystery, and 
William Sanderon (Larry on Newhart) as a horny pet cemetery 
owner who has Vietnam flashbacks. Directed by Marina Sargenti. 
Three anda halfstars. (Second feature: Steel and Lace: Killer-robot 
revenge flick about a blonde transistor-head bimbo in a leather 
mini-skirt who goes around savagely murdering the men who gang- 
raped her before her brother made her into an android. Starring 
Stacy Haiduk, David Naughton, and Clare Wren as the robot. 
Directed by Ernest Farino. Four stars.) 

August 29: Assault of the Killer Bimbos/Thelma & Louise 
Night (Who Ripped Off Whom?), with special guest, Anita 
Rosenberg, director of Assault of the Killer Bimbos. Thelma and 
Louise will be shown at 9 p.m., followed by Joe Bob’s interview with 
Anita, in which they discuss the almost identical plots of the two 
films, and the fact that Anita’s film came out three years earlier. 
Then Killer Bimbos will be screened, and Anita and Joe Bob will 
continue the discussion about Oscar-winning screenwriter Callie 
Khouri, who did the Thelma & Louise script, and Thelma & Louise 
director Ridley Scott. (Second feature: Ms. 45: The chilling 1980 
debut film of New York street director Abel Ferrara, sort of a 
feminist Death Wish. Zoe Tamerlis stars as a deaf-mute girl who 
lives and works in the garment district, but whose life is changed 
when she is raped twice in the same night. Her double life— 
dressmaker by day, crazed man-killer by night—is so disturbing 
that it makes you think New York City is worse than it actually is. 
Four stars.) 

September 5: Candy Stripe Nurses: As part of The Movie 
Channel’s “Men in Uniform” Festival, Joe Bob offers a feminist 
viewpoint by honoring the women in uniform. This 1974 bimbos-in- 
smocks social farce came at the very end of the “Nurse Cycle” that 
began in 1970 with The Student Nurses. Candice Rialson, the B- 
movie queen who also starred in Hollywood Boulevard, hops from 
hospital bed to hospital bed and cures a rock star’s impotence, while 
Robin Mattson frolics with a basketball player, and Maria Rojo, 
the obligatory political activist nurse, solves a gas-station holdup 
and gets a gunshot wound. In short, there wasn’t much left for 
writer/director Alan Holleb to say. One and a half stars. (Second 
feature: The Brain: Story of a 3,000-pound mutant brain that’s 
trying to get anetwork show for itself, soit can transmit brainwaves 
to a national audience and eventually eat the entire population of 
the world head-first, with the late David Gale as the evangelist 
and front man for the brain which, among other things, has a thirty- 
foot tongue that looks like a piece of slimy undercooked lasagna. 
Three stars.) 











Video Quickie 


Marley’s Revenge: The Monster Movie (1989): 


-Micro-budget zombie movie, shot in North Caro- 


lina with amateur actors, that’s mostly footage of 
two guys (Alvin Johnson and Donnie Broom, 
who’s also the co-screenwriter) running through 
the woods, chased by rednecks, zombies and a 
giant dinosaur that they fend off with a boat 
paddle. There’s also something involving a voodoo 
priest named Marley who stumbles around star- 
ing vacantly into space and issuing curses, and a 
completely impenetrable subplot about Vietnam- 
ese refugees. Eleven dead bodies. No breasts. One- 
half star. 





Victory Over Communism! 


The Tri-Town Drive-In in Lunenburg, Massa- 
chusetts, had another great year (its thirty-eighth), 
with 500 to 700 cars a night, and owner David M. 
Fedeli is also showing a nice profit on the nearby 
Mohawk Drive-In in Gardner, Massachusetts-- 
proving that even a frigid Yankee place like Mas- 
sachusetts can triumph. W. Anthony Marsh of 
Somerville and Mark B. Wilson of Leominster 
remind us that, with eternal vigilance, the drive- 
in will never die. 
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Dear Joe Bob, 

I’ve been reading and thoroughly enjoying your 
column in the Stars and Stripes newspaper (Euro- 
pean edition—I live in Heidelberg, Germany) for the 
last year or so. Let me tell you that it’s one of the high 
points of my Sunday morning reading. 

Also, you may be interested in knowing that your 
column is causing quite a skirmish over here. In a 
plethora of Letters to the Editor of the S&S, your 
column has been slam-dunked more often than a 
basketball in a Michael Jordan-Charles Barkley 
playoff, all authored by females who appreciate 
outrageous humor/social comment about as much as 
Saddam Hussein appreciates human rights. Thought 
you might like to know you are offending people 
worldwide now. 

Sincerely, 
R.C. Black 
U.S. Army 
Heidelberg, Germany 
Dear R.C.: 
Is it true what they say about Hamburg? 
And you know exactly what I’m talking about. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

As servicemen stationed in the Middle East 
(festering pustule on the buttocks of the world that 
itis), we have collectively come to the conclusion that 
you are one of the few great Americans who would 
understand our predicament, and advise us on how 
to cope. Our problem is, there are no drive-in movies 
here. Even if they had them, the review would read: 
No breasts. (None. Zero. Zip didi-doo squat.) Mul- 
tiple dead bodies. Non-stop armored vehicle chases. 
Camel Fu. Carpet Fu. Tent Fu. Mustard gas Fu. Etc., 
etc., etc. Surely, there is more to life than this. Help 
us, Joe Bob, you are our last hope. 

As ever, 

The boys from MAG-40 

Marine Mobile Task Force 
Dear MAG-40 boys: 

Whatever you do, never get so horny that you 
start saying stuff like, “Boy, would I like to take a look 
under that burnoose.” 

They give the death penalty for stealing Cheetos 
over there. You say something like that, theyll use 
one of those curved swords on you. 

Haven't we kicked enough butt over there? Haul 
your hineys home. 


Dear Joe Bob: 
I was watching Deliverance the other night and 
was amazed to discover that Prince Chuckles of Jolly 


Joe Bob’s Advice 
to the Hopeless 


Old England had an uncredited cameo. For the one 
reader that didn’t see it, he was the banjo player that 
played a duet with Ronny Cox. Could this explain 
those nasty rumors of pig-squealing sounds coming 
out of Buckingham Palace recently? I gotta know. 
Sincerely, 
Your hog calling friend, 
Bubba Blackburn 
Kyle, Tex. 
Dear Bubba: 
So he can play polo and the banjo. We’ve found 
two things now. A little more therapy for the boy, and 
Mom can die in peace. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

You just don’t get the sexual harassment stuff, 
do you? 

Imagine that female who talks dirty to you over 
the photocopier is bigger, stronger and uglier than 
you are, with breath that would kill a Cycle Slut at 
thirty paces. Imagine she also happens to be your 
boss. 

Still looking forward to it? 

Pleasant dreams, 

Martha Bridegam 

San Francisco 
Dear Martha: 

Let me put it this way. If my boss was big, strong, 
ugly, had bad breath, and talked dirty to me, I 
wouldn't care if the boss was male or female. I would 
probly just take a hike. You call it sexual harass- 
ment. I call it just plain ole being a jerk. It happens 
in both sexes. 


Dear Joe Bob, 

I was shocked to read your column “The Reason 
For AIDS.” | 

Pleasantly so. 

It is refreshing to find an objective and rational 
viewpoint about AIDS and gayness and the daily 
barrage of hatred, lies, myths, stereotypes and 
misinformation. 

Thank you very much. 

All best wishes, 

Alan Blackman 

San Francisco 
Dear Alan: 

Believe it or not, there were people who objected 
to that AIDS article. 

This is a rotten place. 


Dear Joe Bob, 
I would like to know what you think of one of my 
12 


Ernest, emoting. 


personal heroes. He’s the most terrifying, indestruc- 
tible one-man wreckin crew since Arnold the Bar- 
barian. He’s the man who’s brought the whole of 
white trash civilization to its knees, leaving in his 
wake barbecued yuppies and their psychologically 
scarred offspring. No missile can stop him, no woman 
can woo him, no politician can buy him. He’s Ernest 
P. Worrel, and if you don’t know who he is, you may 
pay later for such a lack of knowledge. The man who 
has since gone on to bigger and better things makin 
money with as little work as possible, like God 
intended. Young, respectful drive-in patrons are 
payin to see this guy get fried, electrocuted, blowed 
up, barbecued and B-B-Q’d and still finish the movie! 
So there may be hope for the East Coast Drive-in 
yet—that is, if you approve of Ernest. So do you? I 
figured with such a wonderful drive-in film as Fast 
Food to his credit, you gotta say somethin for the 
guy. So, say it to me. Or you could talk about him (if 
you haven’t already) in your newsletter. You could 
label the article The Importance of Being Ernest. 

Until later, your (to my knowledge) sole fan who 
goes to college, 

Ed Sharkin 
Silver Spring, Md. 
Dear Ed: 

I think Ernest Goes to Camp is a masterpiece of 
the twentieth century. I love Ernest. Unfortunately, 
the latest Ernest movie, that came out in October, 
was a disappointment at the box office, and the 
people at Disney were none too pleased about it. Write 
letters! Let em know what you think! The future of 
Ernest movies is looking a little grim right now. 

Also tell em how totally unfair this is, that people 
like Bruce Willis and Meryl Streep can have colossal 
flops and keep on making movie after movie, but 
Ernest puts out three blockbusters, then has one flop, 





and people start talking like the guy’s career is 
over. Who are these loonies anyhow? 


Dear Joe Bob: 

I want to congratulate you on “keeping the 
faith” by printing the truth as you see it in 
your newspaper columns and newsletter. I 
have been a long-time reader of your column 
in the Sunday San Francisco Chronicle-Ex- 
aminer Datebook, and I have had the plea- 
sure of seeing your San Francisco concert 
performances at Wolfgang’s (during your early 
years) and at the Great American Music Hall 
in 1990 (where I was able to briefly meet you 
and shake hands). At that time I mentioned to 
you that I am a fellow Texan (I grew up in San 
Augustine, Texas, went to college at UT Aus- 
tin, and medical school at UT Southwestern 
in Dallas) who has been in California since 
1975. 

I currently work in the emergency depart- 
ment at Mt. Diablo Hospital in Concord, Cali- 
fornia. Over the past six years I look forward to your 
Sunday column, and if the emergency department 
was not busy in the early morning hours, I would 
perform a Sunday ceremony called “The Reading of 
Joe Bob” to the rest of the emergency department 
staff, using my best Texas accent. Unfortunately, I 
have had to cease this public reading, as one of the 
nurses complained to the hospital administration 
that I was guilty of sexually harassing her by doing 
the readings in range of her hearing. (None of the 
other nurses ever complained to me, and instead 
they would often request “The Reading” and would 
become disappointed if we were too busy to have it.) 
It continues to amaze me that as Russia and other 
countries become more free, we in America are losing 
our freedoms right and left because of the possibility 
of offending some other person or societal group. 
Also, I fear many people do not understand the 
meaning of “satire,” Freedom of Speech, and Free- 
dom of the Press. At least, by subscribing to your 
newsletter, I can still read your columns in silence, 
to myself, until some group tries to make that “ille- 
gal,” too. 

Well, thanks for letting me get that off my chest. 

Keep up the good work. With people like you, 
who can so clearly see through the pompous asses of 
our society (like the Jimmy Swaggarts, the Donald 
Wildmons and others of their ilk) and are not afraid 
to take them to task in your columns, there may be 
hope for our country yet. 

The drive-in must never die! 

Yours truly, 
Michael Buchele, M.D. 
Orinda, Calif. 

Dear Doctor Mike: 

A lot of people think we'll keep the newspapers 
and airwaves free by having “dialogue” and being 
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“sensitive” and having a lot of meetings where we 
decide on which nice names we’re going to call one 
another. 

I think the only way we’re gonna stay free is to say 
whatever the heck we wanna say, whenever the heck 
we wanna say it. You know what I mean? 


Dear Joe Bob, 

Ever since Larry Flynt, Mapplethorpe and Pete 
Rose, Cincinnati hasn’t been much fun. 

I don’t know how cosmic or wise you are, but 
you're funny as hell and that’s worth more. I mean, 
think of the career Socrates would have had if he had 
a little sense of humor? 

Write on, 

David Bishop 

Cincinnati 
Dear David: 

Yeah, he could have said, “Take my hemlock. 
Please.” 


Hey Joe Bob, 

Why aren’t there any drive-ins here in the Virgin 
Islands? I’ve been here a month and no one can 
answer this question, so I’ve turned to America’s 
finest collection of drive-in knowledge—you. 

The weather here is perfect year-round for drive- 
in movie viewing, but the lack of even one outdoor 
screen is frightening. Even in Ohio they still have 
drive-ins, although the Babtists and commies are 














tearing them down to make shopping plazas and 
used car lots. What is this world coming to? 
Drive-ins forever, hardtops never! 
C. Eric Broz 
St. Thomas, 
U.S. Virgin Islands 
Dear Eric: 
There used to be a couple of drive-ins on St. 
Thomas, but you know who goes there on vacation? 
New Yorkers. 
You know what city has the only people in America 
who never drive cars? 
I rest my case. 


Dear Mr. Briggs: 

Regarding your recent “Morgan Fairchild Hooks 
Them In” movie review-cum-condom ad: Bravo! It is 
not only just about the funniest thing I’ve ever read, 
but also the best advertising for safe sex since Bill 
Murray’s second Late Night appearance. Keep up 
the good work! 

Sincerely, 

David Bolich 

Berkeley, Calif. 
Dear David: 

Condoms are no laughing matter. 

Well, maybe some of the tropical-fruit-colored 
ones are. 


Dear Joe Bob: 

In Sorority Babes in the Slime Ball Bowl-a- 
Rama, was there any damage done to the bowling 
trophy where the little monster lived? It was a great 
trophy. Just curious. 

Kris Boone 
Columbus, O. 
Dear Kris: 

There was some minimal slime damage to that 
magnificent trophy, but it was ninety per cent re- 
stored. 

We couldn't save the shirt. 



















Victory over Communism! 


The Spud Drive-In in Driggs, Idaho, remains 
the Number One landmark in town after thirty- 
seven years of great business. It’s best known for 
the huge potato sticking up out of a 1951 Ford 
pickup that is always parked in front of the fifty- 
foot screen, but it is most notable among theater 
owners for being one of the few drive-ins in 
America that still uses old-fashioned speakers on 
poles, carbon-rod projectors, a $2.50 admission, 
the famous “Spud Burger”’—and the movies 
change every three days. M. Chesley of San Fran- 
cisco, Sandra Markle of Dallas and Mark Aikele 
of San Francisco all remind us that, with eternal 
vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 
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This Week's Contest 


Jim Pratt of Holmen, Wisconsin: “Saw an awe- 
some piece of trash years ago about some Hell’s 
Angels types who did some dirty deeds, and the judge 
gave them the choice of either the death sentence or 
be sent to Nam. Anyway, to make a long story short, 
they took the Nam option and were sent over there 
with their choppers decked out with machine guns 
and rocket launchers mounted on the handlebars. 
All get wiped out in a blaze of glory. Please see if you 
can find this thing. Been waiting for over ten years 
to see it again. Another similar movie is called Nam 
Angels, but that’s not it.” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each week. (In 
the event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 
TX 75221. 


In the April 20 issue, Mike Farrell of Fairfax, 
Virginia, asked: “Whatever happened to Vanessa 
Angel of the movie Spies Like Us from 1985?” 

Five people had the correct answer, so our win- 
ner was chosen by drawing. He is Randall Kunkel 
of Springfield, Virginia, who wrote: “Vanessa Angel 
was in at least two other movies after Spies Like Us. 
In 1989 she did Another Chance (she plays Jacky) 
and in 1990 she played an unnamed British woman 
in King of New York.” 

Additional information came from Craig 
Hosoda of Santa Clara, California: “In the film 
Another Chance, she plays Jacky Johanssen and has 
a brief topless scene in the spa. In the film The King 
of New York, she plays a British Female who has 
dinner with some of her friends while talking to 
Christopher Walken. In the new syndicated TV 
show Baywatch, she plays Megan.” 

Other runners-up were Tim Murphy of El 
Monte, California, Ron Rejmaniak of Houston, 
and Richard Wright of Albuquerque, New Mexico. 


Big Book Savings With One Year Subscription! 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We 
Are the Weird and get a copy of Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive- 
In for half price. Offer expires October 1, 1992. 


© Yes, here’s $40.95 for a year’s subscription and Joe Bob 
Goes Back to the Drive-i n—$75.95 in foreign countries. 
=. Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


& Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 





Name 

Address 

City Be. -: Zip 
Charge Card # 

Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 


Signature 


—_—————— eee 
— = meee 


Binders and Back Issues |! 


Red binder with We Are the Weird logo 
and year (1990, 1991 or 1992) 


$4 per back issue 
$14.95 per binder/$24.95 for two 


Every issue of We Are the Weird ever published, plus 
binders: $150 


Complete list of back issues available upon request. 
Please note that some of the issues have mailing labels on 
them, but all are in good condition. Also, a few issues have 
sold out and will be replaced with xerox copies. 


Historic T-Shirt Offer! 


The front features the Joe 
Bob Briggs World Head- 
quarters symbol (seen at 
right) in deep blue, tur- 
quoise and salmon. In 
other words, it looks like 
Leroy Neiman threw up 
on it. The back reads: 


“The drive-in will never die.” 
Short-sleeved, 100% cotton. $14.95 each. 


Add $1.23 sales tax per shirt if you live in Texas, plus $2.40 first 
class shipping per order. Specify S, M, L, XL! 





| eccige what you want Joe Bob to write in your 
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| The ee Wisdom of Joe Bob Banas $17.9 95 ea. 


Joe Bob Book Orders 


To order personally autographed copies of Joe 
Bob’s books, send order form to address below. 


ocaie He' 





write whatever you want Really. 
& SUIBE TS 3 


WESTERE 
ci i 





(se hh Hand Ses Moone ee 


(TX residents add $1.48 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes to the Drive-In, $8.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .74 sales tax ea.) 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, $9.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .82 sales tax ea.) 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 
(TX residents add .90 sales tax ea.) 


$2.00 shipping and handling per book. Please allow 4-6 
weeks for delivery. 


Name 
| Address 
City a. dig 
Charge Card # 
Check one: MC___Visa___Exp.Date: 


ignature 


Make all checks payable to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221 


15 
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Books 


Various ... Like nothing you have ever 
seen! Joe Bob says: “I read the whole damn 
thing.” Reviewed on page 6, January 20, 
1992 issue. $19.95 postage paid. Box 1067 
Harvard Square Stn., Cambridge, MA 
02238-1067. 
Exotic Dancer Directory. Detailed listings 
on 1500 ofthe hottest clubsin North America. 
Send $23.95 (includes S&H) to E.D. Publi- 
cations, 3437 W 7th St #209TL, Fort Worth, 
TX 76107, 817-485-1513. 

BS 
Worried? Order Finding Help Overcoming 
Anxiety, a mini-directory. National Anxi- 
ety Center, P.O. Box 40 (Dept WATW), 
Maplewood, NJ 07040. Only $2.50. 


Fan Clubs 


Lili Haydn (“Gail” on The New Gidget) Fan 
Club. Get photos, bio, bumper stickers, per- 
sonal appearance schedule. P.O. Box 5908, 
Carefree, AZ 85377. 

Traci Lords—Price Guide, Bibliography, 
Filmography, and magazine appearances. 
Full color promo with first 100 orders. Paul 
Hugli, 9440 Nichols, Bellflower, CA 90706. 


Fanzines 


Lost Armadillos in Heat. Proof Texas is 
weird, funny. Sample: $2 cash. 1113 West 
31st, Austin, TX 78705. 

Sample America’s only tasteless joke news- 
letter. Free! Send SASE to Funny Pages, 
Box 317025-D, Dayton, OH 45431. 

@ 

Jam your box with weird newsletters every 
month! Bukowski interview. Female 
breasts. Lotsa comix! Twisted Image—1630 
University Avenue #26, Berkeley, CA 94703. 


Naughty Naked Dreamgiris—Features 
young girls in compromising positions! 
Whips, chains, enemas! A must for postal 
inspectors! $2 plus age statement. 5960 S 
Land Park #331, Sacramento, CA 95822. 


Miscellaneous 


Campus Cuties! Lovely student bodies in 
swimsuits, lingerie, and nude! Sample pho- 
tographs and brochure $5! LLL, 204 Gil- 
bert, Monroe, LA 71203. 


Video Sales 


Nazis on Neptune! See Nightmare on Nep- 
tune, a 100 minute movie produced by video 
amateurs (soon to be seen on NBC)! Also, 
Lord of the Shadows, 110 minute horror 





flick! Send $19,95 plus $1.25 P/H each to 
Pantload Productions, 5722 Cragmont, 
Huber Heights, OH 45424. 

Scream Queen Videos. Our free catalog has 
hundreds of rare videos featuring your 
favorite femmes fatales from the U.S. and 
Europe. Many uncut versions. Buy any three 
videos and get Kidnapped Girls Agency, 
Linnea Quigley’s X-rated bondage/fetish 
movie from 1980 as a free gift. Send return 
envelope to Video Vamp, 1483 N. Mt. Juliet 
Road, Suite 142, Mt. Juliet, TN 27122. You 
must be 18. 


Wanted 


Cheeseball exploitation movie fans needed 


to assist with extremely low-budget film 
project in Tampa this November, 7-10 days. 
Low pay, bad catering. No pros, Floridians 
preferred. Send qualifications (if any) or 
reason you want to participate to: Pier 60 
Productions, P.O. Box 7616, Clearwater FL 
34618. 

Drive-In Photos—Send 35mm photo and 
negative of an unusual drive-in marquee or 


screen tower. Include your name and loca- 
tion of photo. Sanders/Dusk to Dawn, 3109 
Drexel, Dallas, TX 75205. Will send custom 
Dusk to Dawn t-shirt in return. : 


Music 


Knees Calhoun’s Doggerel Days: A 90- 
minute cassette with 32 irreverent tunes. 
$10! Send check to Fender Tucker, 443 
Gladstone, Shreveport, LA 71104. 


C LiTrrTrlEeE S 
WGIRL 

* OW 

Incredible authentic cowgirl music from 

the Lone Star State: Little Ol Cowgirl, 14 

cuts performed by the Dixie Chicks. $15 

plus $1 shipping for CD. $10 for tape. P.O. 


Box 670444, Dallas, TX 75367. Joe Bob 
checked em out an loved em! 





: Get Yours—Dirt Cheap! , 


Place a personal ad or message, sell or trade videos, publicize events! Whatever! Fax 
your ad to 214-368-2310 and charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 additional fee (don't 
| forget your signature and expiration date) or mail your ad with check payable toWe Are | 
| The Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Deadline is 5 p.m. every Monday. Your ad | 


| will appear in approximately three weeks. Display advertising is $75 per inch. 


| $10 for 15 words, 60 cents each additional word 
Run the ad a second time at half price! 
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